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rumble of the wheels as the tfain clattered forward
across the vastness of the Sinai desert.

During the last year we had grown used to the tawny
stretches of the Western Desert, to the Widis dappled
with blue-grey camel grass, to the contrast of stone and
sand. That morning in Palestine we looked out on a
different world. A bright red earth sparkled under a
deep blue sky, and the orange groves danced in the
sunshine.

The Convalescent Home in Jaffa was in a pleasant
private house. Good food, a Bechstein piano, and a
large library made it possible to forget the war and the
Army. The other officers looked friendly; but I kept
to myself. I wallowed in the luxury of solitude for the
first time since I had joined the Army as a trooper
shortly before the outbreak of war. In company at
meal-times I was nervous and depressed. When I tried
to draw on some reserve of energy to be cheerful with
the rest of them, it was as if a walking-stick on which I
was used to lean had been taken away. During the
next few weeks I experienced so often this feeling which
I associated with the removal of a support that, when in
company I found myself of a sudden exhausted, I would
put out my hand as if to lean on a stick.

One morning I decided I could walk down alone to
the Services club on the seashore. I went to the library
to find a book to take with me. Idly I looked at the
titles until I saw Orientations, by Sir Ronald Stores,
During the long voyage round the Cape I had read